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Disclaimers: These people are not mine. This never happened, and, unless you count my dreams, it never will. 
And if you think people are stupid enough to pay for this, boy do | have a bridge for you to buy. The title of 
the fic comes from an Aerosmith song and the lyrics used are from Jackson Browne's For a Dancer. Both are 
used without permission, but with nothing but respect. 


Any mistakes I've made with *any* religion are purely mine. Also | have no earthly idea what Kirk chose as 


his confirmation name, | failed mind reading at school, sorry. | made this one up, it's also all mine folks, not 


Kirk's. 
Warnings: What's in here could be a squick to somebody if they happened to be majorly religious. 
“Kirk's POV~ 


Boots on floorboards in empty rooms; the sound is hollow, but the more | try to step lightly, the louder the 


echo becomes. 


If there was ever a time my footsteps sounded louder than this, | don't know it. Each connection of boot and 


stair is ringing like Lars bashing the shit out of some poor high hat. 
Within my head each footstep is saying - "One last room." 

Just one last room. 

Just one fucking last room. 


The rest of the house is empty. The walls are naked, the floors are bare. Each room is vacant of everything 
that made it mine. 


Well, empty if you don't include the fact there's a half empty bottle of vodka sitting on the kitchen bench. 
Thank whatever that the power company hasn't cut the power yet and | could still get ice to go with that 
vodka. Not that | wouldn't have drank it without ice... 


l'm at the top of the stairs when | stop. Not to rest, but for no other reason than each step brings me closer 
to where | have to go and | don't want to be there yet. So | stand here, watching the swirl of alcohol over ice 

for a second or two before raising my head, then my hand to bring the drink to my lips, shutting my eyes as 

the fluid slides down my throat. When | open them again seconds later, the sight that fills my eyes is two 


doors; one open, one closed. 


| walk towards the open one, letting it draw me, wanting it to draw me. Away from the closed one that | will 


put off entering for as long as possible. Just watch me. 


Standing in the doorway, | watch the dust dance in the streaks of sunlight coming through half closed drapes. 
Images start to form in font of me, like the ghosts of my recent past reminding me that | want this, | need 


this, | deserve this. 
| let my eyes drift shut once more. | don't need to see an empty room in front of me to help me picture this. 
~ ew 


The smell hits me before the visual of my bed even forms. The scent of hot musk is lower in the room than youd 
expect, there's so many aromas layered over the burning wax. The smell of sweat, heat, sex and me are all there, 


but fo me the strongest and the sweetest perfume is the simplest one. Because its simply James. 


Now | can see my bed, my beautiful oak sleigh bed, sheets rumpled, wrinkled, covers kicked down around the base 
and cascading onto the floor. My mind wanders upwards from those covers, seeing four legs twined within each 
other. The colour of one flesh is everything a native Californian shouldn't be; pale, milky, untouched by sun, 
roughened by hair and by life. Then mine, the exact opposite on so many levels. Gilded by birth, not by sun, smooth 
fo the touch, marred by choice, not by accident. 


Much lke James and | ourselves, the skins shouldn't fit together, Ying to Yang, but they do. We do. 


My mind's eye keeps drifting upward, knowing that its seeing one moment caught and captured forever, not a 
vague memory of sedated lovers wanting desperately to catch their breath, 


Even now, | can feel the press of James’ hps at my ass, the gentle withdrawal from me his body forces hm to 
make. The rub of soft hair against my back. Fingers at my hips tracing flames, more fingers still at the base of my 
skull clutching at both hair and skin. Lips at my shoulder, then sucking at the cum covered hand | raise to them. 


When he releases my fingers, | let them fall to the pillow to lay beside my head Id use them to brush the hair 
trom my eyes, if | could find the energy that is. Once more, | feel the warmth of lps at my shoulder, the tendons 
in my neck, the underside of my chin, along my Jawbone until they meet my ear. | expect fo feel the wet slide of 


tongue and mouth, not a rather warm feeling of air being exhaled across my skin 

Words are also something Im not expecting 

"Hamlet?" 

Thats my James. More often than not here when were wrapped with a cocoon of our making, Im Hamlet. Im 
Kwirk when I fuck up in the studio, or when my fingers are pulling at his hps, trying to get him closer, then closer 
yet. Every once and a while when its late in some hotel room and | can't sleep, both me and my guitar are his 
noisy thing, more frequently Im his noisy thing when Im buried inside of him feeling muscles clench and pulse throb 
in a way that only | know. Then there are the times when Im just Kirk ‘Get it right this time Kirk’ Harder Kirk’ 
‘Your vegematarian shit is over there Kirk' Hold on tighter Kirk’ ‘You on the same stage as us or what Kirk?” 1 love 
you Kirk’ 

its only once every other blue moon that Im ‘baby’ 

Which | guess is the reason behind the start I give when | hear the words that follow the warm breath 

"Baby?" 


Í lean back into James, not to bring more of our bodies into touch, but to reaffirm the touch, making it stronger. 


Just because he doesnt use it all that often doesnt mean | dont cherish every time he does 


Its a rather non-committal Mmmmmmming’ noise that | make. Im loved, safe, warm and well and truly fucked, 


non-committal humming noises are the best | can do. 


Hs hand leaves my hp, brushes over my stomach, my sternum and one npple before reaching the other nipple 
and tugging sharply on the piercing he finds there. 


lm guessing he wants my attention 


"You want something, James?" There is no strength behind the words, | have none left fo give, but the words are 


said. 


The fingers at my nipple gentles in their tugging, but it doesnt stop. | roll my hips back into James; just to let him 
know | appreciate the touch, and that Im waiting for him to speak. 


its only when I feel the lps beside my ear move without the sound Im expecting accompanying them that the first 


threads of panic begin to weave. 
What is James trying to say. 


| dont want to, but | disengage myself enough fo roll over till Im staring into a face that has a look of fear painted 


over what looks to be every ounce of nerve James can muster. 

| could choke whatever inner demon makes me speak the words, "Whatever it is, James, just say it." 

Please don't James. Don't say it 

Dont leave me. 

Even affer all these years, years filled with so much, love, pain, death, rebirth, strength, weakness, even though 
my one constant has been James, always James. And my one constant thought has been, what the fuck will | do 
when he wants out? 

He never did 

Until now, I guess 


| can feel my face crumbling | want fo stop it, but | don’t know how. 


With nothing more than a seconds hesitation, arms surround me, pulling me closer, till | hear James‘ heart beat in 


my ear. 
"Not that Hamlet, never that." 


It shouldn't surprise me that James knows my fear, even though Ive made sure it was a thought Id never given 


voice to, ike speaking it would given it even more power than it already had over me, but surprise me it does. 


Hands stroke at my hair, over my back, never stiling | feel the chest beneath my head move, so slightly, before | 
hear the whisper of words 


‘How many years has it been, Kirk? How much shit have we dealt with?" 


Strong callused hands push at my shoulder, taking my head away from the place where it was happily hiding. The 


same hands then tug my chin upwards, making me meet blue eyes that to me are fire and ice blended into 


something there are no words to describe. 
Though right now, anger comes very close. Frustration works well too. 


"F | was going to fuck you off, Kirk, it would have been when the only way | could come fo you was to have more 
alcohol in my veins than blood Or when every time | reached for you, | got to watch you flinch, then steel 


yourself like | was the Grim Reaper himself. But not now, no fucking way now." 


| watch his eyes shut, then he quickly leans into my forehead, kissing it gently before pulling back again. When his 
eyes open this time, the angers gone. The frustration has gentled, but its stil there. 


‘lm just sick of fucking having to decide whose house we're sleeping at. Sick of wanting to wear my blue shirt, but I 
cant because it isn't amongst the 4 shirts | keep here. Sick of you waking me to kiss me good moming and good 
bye all at once because you need something that is, of course, at your place. | wanna open the tucking fridge and 
bitch about the fact there's more healthy shit that junk food For fuck's sake, | even want your shit all over the 
bathroom! | want that velvet bag of toys in the draw beside our bed, not just yours, so | can play when | want to 
as well. Im sick and fucking tired of there being a yours and a mine. Can we please try ours for a while? Move in 


with me, Kirk." 

He didnt just say..did he? Please, oh please tell me he did 

"I didn't mean to say that. Fuck, Kirk-" 

Arms pull me back into his chest, holding me tight enough to make breathing a challenge. | feel nothing beyond the 
tears well and fall and | dont want to stop them. Ive been given my dream and had it snatched from me all in 


the space of a breath 


"Fuck it Kirk, | did mean fo say it, | just meant fo put it a little less bluntly, | guess. Im only gonna ask you to move 


in once, and | was hoping we'd remember it for some reason other than how majorly | managed to fuck it up." 
Hands tangle in my hair, holding me still, holding me close. Not letting me go. 


‘I meant it, Kirk. Can we try the ‘our’ thing? Though fuck knows where the headless whatsit in your lobby is going to 
go." 

Yes, this James | remember. 

| lean back as far as the hands in my hair will let me. Its not enough for me to catch his eyes, but its enough for 
me to be able fo place a careful np to the underside of James’ chin, which is followed by my tongue, swiping over 
the marked flesh with a gentle fick that leaves the taste of James in my mouth, 


| meant to take my mouth away, but with his neck beneath my lps, its more than | can do. | kiss my way back 


down his neck, getting lost in the taste that fills my mouth, the scent that fills my nose, and just the way the skin 


lm kissing moves with every breath James takes 
"Kirk?" 

The moaned word does reach my ears, | just ignore it 
"Kirk!" 


Íd ignore that demand as well, if it wasn't for the slap upside my head that went with it. There's no hands to stop 
me from pulling back this time. 


"Yes, James?" | can’t help the fact Im grinning like a loon Everything Ive ever wanted, needed, is here with me, in 
this bed, right this instance. Its taken me so long to realise this is what | want, what | deserve. To be given the 
chance fo have this with me is almost a little more than | can wrap my arms around 

"Can we?" 

As my eyes search the face below me, all | want to do is kick myself. | forget that James can do insecure exactly 
as well as | can He so rarely opens himself, completely, even to me. The blue eyes looking up at me are so clear, 
so utterly scared How could he think Id say no? 

*How could you think he'd leave? * 

Oh fuck 

Leaning into James’ face, breathing his breath, | start to kiss at his cheek, his eyes, his nose, his lips. "Havent you 
worked it out yet, James? You. Are. Everything My world, my life, my future, you've been so much of my past 
You James, its all you. And if you want it fo be us, all | can say is please, James. Please?" 

Lips are then crush to mine, begging, taking, receiving, giving, but they stop long enough to whisper, "Kirk?" 


And | get no more than "Yes" out before they're back 


| dont know whether Im saying yes to James, to moving in, to having James’ cock up my ass, | dont care. Any and 
all of the above are just fine with me. 


My life. 
My James. 


~ Ke 


When | open my eyes, the dust still floats. The room's still empty. But I'm not. 
Time to face the closed door. 


Turning on the heel of my boot, there's barely half a dozen steps till the door that I've always kept closed. Not 
locked. Never locked. If it was locked, then, how could | tell myself | only kept it shut because the attic was 
draughty? How | could tell myself it was just another room? How could | tell myself what the room holds is 


nothing more than some boxes, some junk and some cobwebs? 
Shut meant | could tell myself all of those things, and even believe it, sometimes, on a good day. 


Locked meant having to admit | was afraid. Afraid of the boxes, afraid of what's in them, afraid of the junk. 
Afraid of the memories, afraid of the guilt. Afraid, afraid, afraid. 


| am afraid. | know that. Even | can't do denial that well. But if the door had been locked, then | might have had 
to admit that. Out loud. Even if the one person that matters all ready knows. 


My hand feels the cold brass of the doorknob, knowing that a quick flick of the wrist will gain me entry, but 


still | have to convince myself that this is something | need to do, something that | can do. By myself even. 

By myself. Yes, it is important. It would have been so easy, with Jason carting shit to the moving van, just to 
say ‘while you are it Jase’ or to take Lars to one side and quietly asking him to make this stuff disappear 
from my know universe. Both would have done it, no questions asked, no guilt involved. 

Unless you count the guilt that seems to take half of every breath | draw some days. 

The door gives so easily. You'd never believe the weight it's holding back. And once again l'm standing in an open 
door way. | know what's waiting for me at the top of those steps and | know that for once | can't run, like | 
have every time before. Yes, | know what ever else is there, there'll still be dust dancing in sunlight, but this 
room holds no memories of James holding me tight to help lessen the pain. This room holds no James at all. 
And so the game begins. 

Walking to where the steps begin is so easy. There's maybe ten steps ahead of me, rising upwards towards my 
hell. Ten fucking steps. Everything is so close, so near, but not close enough to touch, and | can't do this 
without touching. I've tried. 

| can do this. 


One step. 


| *can* do this. 


Two steps. 

| can- 

No. | can't. 

My ass hits the forth step as | sit down facing the door | just entered. There's so many voices in my head, all 
screaming, all trying to gain some form of dominance. None of them are getting what they want, so they just 
get louder. Before | even know what l'm doing, my hands are over my ears, my eyes closed tight, and I'm 
screaming. Not silently, but as loud as | possible can. 

"Shut the fuck up! | will not listen to youl” 

The words bounce off the walls of the stair well, throwing them straight back into my face. 

Then like a lifting fog, | can make out one quiet voice from all others. 


*| love you, Kirk 


‘| love you, James." | only realise I've said the words a loud when | hear them, feel them settle around me, like 


a cloak. One | can wear, at least until | get to the top of the stairs. 


Without opening my eyes, | turn. There's no way in hell my movements can be as slow as they feel, like 
molasses in the dead of winter, but the IO seconds it takes me to crawl to the landing, feeling the sharp edge 


of every step against my knees, feels like time slower than there are measurements for. 
I've counted each step, | know l'm at the top before | feel the dust laden floor. 


Again | turn and sit my back to what | don't want to be faced with and when | do open my eyes, | can see how 
far I've come. And it isn't just ten steps. 


| swing my feet around till They're on the same level as my backside, then with no effort what so ever l'm 


standing. 


As | turn once more, l'm saying, "I love you, James" out loud so that | can hear it. So the memories can know 


it. 


Boxes, six of them, all stacked within arms reach of the stair well, beside them a dustsheet draped over 
something. Then all there is is space. Empty space. Bare rafters, dust, the odd cobweb, an uncovered window. 
Sunlight dares to stream through that window, making oblong patterns on the floor. 


Boxes. Six of them. 


Boxes. 
Six of them. 


Brown cardboard things that they are, they look so innocent. The packing tape they're closed with, Mum's 
script spelling out ‘Kirky’ like lm still the twelve year whose life is contained within the boxes, all innocent. Fuck, 
it's been so long since | felt anything like innocence. I've seen it, on Jason's face when he plays, on James’ face 
when he has a new toy in his hands, usually one that's going to lead to a hospital visit, but felt it? Seen it? On 


me? In me? My memory's not that long. 


Doing what | do so well, | head over to the dust cloth, knowing that this failure will be the easiest one I'll face 
to day. | kneel down and start to gather to edges of one side of the dust cloth, lifting it gently as | stand again 
| have enough shit to deal with without flinging even more dust around this room. Gathering the fabric in my 


hands, | lift it over the object underneath, then allow it to fall softly to the floor down the other side. 


Stroking my fingers up the nose, between the ears, then down the neck. How could something as simple as a 
wooden rocking horse make me cringe? The wood is beautiful, polished to gleam even now, every chisel cut 
that forms the mane, so precise, placed with love. My hand gently pushes at the head, the attic is filled with 
the rusty creaking sound of wood on wood. | know the child this belonged too was me, but I've lost track of 
how many life times ago that feels like. A small boy whose eyes weren't quiet right, whose skin was both too 
dark and too light, pushing glasses up his nose as he rode off to find the wild west. 


Or at least a place where he'll fit it. 


| bend my knees again and rub at the rocking horse with my thumb. Almost like | want to tell the little boy 
that he'll find somewhere and someone that fits him like the missing chunk of his soul. But all | can hear is well 
meaning voice, a voice that does love me saying ‘| want you to have this, Kirky. IT was yours, and | can't wait 


to see the faces of my grandchildren when | tell them of your grand adventures: 
| find myself whispering, "I wish you'd listened, Mom." 


| know she heard, | just wished she'd listened. | know beyond anything I've ever known before that with James 
is where | want to be, where | want to live, where | belong. | want my family to know it too, but right now 
Mom can't see beyond the haze of pain she's inflected on herself. | will not take the blame for this. | am 


nothing more than what I've always been, but I'm nothing less either. 


| don't wanna meet some nice girl and settle down, | don't even want to settle down with James! Neither of us 
would know how, and neither of us wants to know! | don't like children, | never have. James hasn't taken away 


some hidden longing | always had, he's given me the only longing | ever had, himself. 


But right now, it's impossible for Mom to see that. It's almost like she's in mourning for the game of pretend 
she's been playing with herself for the last however many years. 


My hand locks on to the horse's back, ending its journey this time around. And before | stand, | reach around 
to behind the horse for the dustsheet. With one last stroke to the smooth wood, | push myself back upright 


and drop the cover back into place. 


Smiling sadly to myself, | stare into space, watching the twinkle of the dust in the sunlight for just a minute. 
My eyelids close, then open, too slowly to be called a blink but before | face what else is waiting for me here, 
in this space, | at least know that the rocking horse will be loved by more kids than it can handle. The spawn of 
some Newsted will be riding it 100 years from now. | like that thought. 


For a second, my face drifts from sad to pleased, as my head gently, vaguely, nods. 


But as I'm nodding l'm turning, toward my nightmare, a brown, cardboard nightmare of my own making. At 
least | think | made it. | wish James was here. But he's finally purged himself of the ties that have held him 
useless for so many years. | may have to drag myself down to do this, but | refuse drag James under with 


me. 


The path back to where | have to go takes me no time at all, so without even thinking, | do. Snatching at the 
first box | come to, | drop it at my feet. Violently sending dust in so many directions, sending noise out to 


rattle off walls and ring around the rafters. 


Its so quiet here, now. Fifteen minutes ago that didn't bother me. Now the quiet seems to be compressing 


around me. 


So as | stand, just looking at settling dust falling around the carton, | start to hum. | don't remember the name 
of the song. | wish | could remember the words, and the name of the dude that wrote it escapes me. It's that 
west coast guy everybody thinks is black, but he isn't. Right now, all | can remember is the tune. And the 


person that made me listen to it in the first place. 
Fuck, | still miss you, Cliff. 


l'm still humming, it's kind of flat, but it's a sound to fill the void as | kneel before the box like it's some kind 
of altar. My humming gets louder and flatter as | reach for the packing tape, easily catching it with a 
fingernail. And just as easily, the not so sticky stuff peels off, and | drop it at my right, not even giving it a 
first thought. My eyes are glued to the slightly raised flaps in front of me. As | reach for them, the first two 


lines of that song I'm humming suddenly appear at my tongue. 


‘Keep a fire burning in your eye 
Pay attention to the open sky." 


The words seem almost prophetic when | finally have this box open enough to see its contents. High School 
Year books | had hoped had vanished from the planet, and a laurel head wreath. 


But they make me smile. 


| stop humming. 
Maybe this won't be so hard after all 


Pushing the wreath to one side, | reach for the book below it, surprised, and yet not really, that it's even 
there. If I'd thought about it, I'd have known Mom would have packed it away the day it arrived, thinking, for 
god only knows what reason, there would come a day when I'd willingly want to be reminded of my body being 


ripped from my soul. 
Guess she was right, because l'm here, aren't |? 


With the book in one hand, | reach for the wreath with the other, then sit back on my ass, crossing my legs 
in front of me. Hooking the wreath over one knee. | open the book, not really knowing what I'm looking for, but 


knowing it will be here, some where. And yeah, there it is. 


Sister Mary's our school drama group, not so lovingly run by Sister Mary and the photo of the cast of our 
production of Antony and Cleopatra. Somehow, and to this day I'm not sure how, | ended up reading for and 
getting the part of Cleo. All | can remember now is the determination | had. | was going to be the best damn 
Cleopatra | could be. Now that thought just makes me shake my head in wonder (and in relief that photo's 
haven't surfaced), but, for a change | was gonna be something..someone for once. Some one other than Kirk 


Hammett, four eyed loser. Kirk Hammett, invisible boy. Kirk Hammett, freak. 


Finding me doesn't take a great deal of trying - front row centre - looking like a real queen And no, | don't 
mean that type of queen, despite what my cast mates said. | remember the shock of seeing my reflection 
looking back at me, knowing that it was me, and yet wondering how it could be all at the same time. The 

costume was amazing, | looked amazing. l'd have been happier if I'd looked like a guy in a dress, but | didn't. | 


looked like the queen | was dressed as. 

And there, right beside me is Paul. Paul Jameson. Antony. 

Paul was everything | could never be - blonde, popular, together. 

Straight. 

Dressed as the Queen of the Nile, in your high school play, is possibly not the time you'd pick to realise 
straight was something you were never going to be, but thats when it happened. The reason | reached that 
conclusion, not the conclusion itself makes me want to hurt myself. | felt better dressed as woman therefore | 
was gay? There's seventeen year old male logic for you. | haven't exactly made a career out of cross-dressing. 


| don't remember the last time | dressed as a woman..well actually | do, the picture is in front of me. 


What isn't in front of me, is the pain of thinking myself in love with Paul. The pain of the mess | created. 


So much changed in those few weeks. 
| changed. 


And although she may not see it quite the way | do, there's a lot | owe Sister Mary thanks for. She made me 


show myself when | wanted to hide. 
Much like James does now, though, | like the way James convinces me a hell of a lot more. 


For whatever reason | kept this wreath, be it the memory a first childlike love, or even for the memory of a 
harsh lesson learned, now all it is is basically a landmark. One that shows the turning point, and | do mean 
*the® turning point, within my life. So | didn't finish High School, so all | was back then was King Nothing. But 
everything that happened back then led me to walk the track that | did. So many things were waiting for me on 
that track; Exodus, Metallica. Not every step was good, sweet fuck all of those steps were easy. Some were 
taken in fog so thick | couldn't see my feet, let alone the way. Some of the potholes | tripped on left me bloody 
and raw. And every wrong turn | took left me lost for months on end. | could have lived without that, but | 
couldn't have survived, wouldn't have wanted to survive, without who was waiting for me. When that road 
finally become clear, when | saw who that some one was that was waiting for me, everything that made me, 


the fog, the potholes, the wrong turns, they were all worth it. 

For James. 

| kept the fire in my eyes burning. 

For James 

| paid attention to the open sky. 

Tossing the wreath and book back into the container, | can push this box aside with my foot without a second 
thought. | know exactly where its going, the nearest incinerator. These aren't memories | want to take 


anywhere. 


There's a smile on my face as | lean up from where | sit, reaching for the next box. It drops with a thud as 
well, but there's less dust around to send flying this time. 


Nothing happens any different from the last box. The tape rips easy, the sound still vibrates, and for a second 
| forgot that | was scared, for a second | don't remember why. 


Then the box opens. 
And | remember why. 


Oh fuck, | don't think | can do this alone, maybe Jase.. 


No. | am a grown up. | can do this. This can't hurt me. This can't hurt me. Will somebody please explain to me 
why then I'm reaching for what's inside this cardboard just waiting for the flames to rise, waiting for the 
burning to start. 


The things | take hold of don't burn, but still | drop them at my feet as soon as they're clear of the box, 
bring my palms back to rub along my thighs, like the rough denim will remove the imaginary sting from my 


hands. 


| do know that my hands are moving, that l'm slowly starting to rock. | do know that, in a distant watching way. 
But my attention is on the tangle of beads and metal at my feet. 


My crucifix. My rosary. 
My hell. 


My arms leave my thighs to curl around myself, trying to stop myself from splintering. | don't notice that l'm 
still rocking, as | start to hum again. Its louder than before, even more toneless and tuneless, but it ends the 
physical silence and makes the mental voices just that fraction harder to hear. As the humming grows in 
volume, | get the vague notion of my movement becoming more manic, but | don't feel connected to any part 
of it or me. If | could remember how to make my legs move, I'd run. From the boxes, from the memories, 
from me. | can't though, | don't remember how. 


| can barely remember why l'm even here in the first place. 
James. 
| need James. 


| try to open my mouth, needing to hear that one phrase out loud again, needing that cloak, trying desperately 


to force the words | want from my throat. They won't come. 
And the humming gets louder still. 


The sounds of footfalls on the wooden steps don't register for what they are, what they mean. To me they're 
just one more noise. The lilt of a sweet voice, softly, catching as it sings, reaches over the sound of my 


shattering, refusing to let me ignore it. 


‘ust do the steps that you've been shown 
By everyone you've ever known 

Until the dance becomes your very own 
No matter how close to yours 

Another's steps have grown 


h the end there is one dance youll do alone." 


As the words are sung, the voice grows nearer, as it grows closer, it breaks with some emotion | don't have 


words to name right now. 
The last line is growled as arms reach me, pulling me back from the edge, back to myself, back to the warmth. 
Back to James. 


| can't help it. | let go of me and grab for my reason. You name something that needs a reason, and my reason 
is James. As | burrow into James’ lap, crawling up between his legs, my hold on him clenching till Im sure he's 
having trouble breathing. 


He doesn't even flinch. 


All he does is tighten his own hold, one hand coming up to cup the back of my head, nudging it down to rest 
against his heart, knowing that sound of his heart beating is something | need. Slowly, rhythmically, he rocks us 


both, stroking at my hair, my shoulders, my back, waiting for me to calm as he continues to sing. 


"Keep a fire for the human race 

Let your prayers go drifting into space 

You never know what will be coming down 

Perhaps a better world is drawing near 

And just as easily it could all disappear 

Along with whatever meaning you might have found 
Don't let the uncertainty tum you around 

(The world keeps turning around and around) 

Go on and make a joyful sound" 


Only when he feels me relax the death grip | have, and | start to bring peace to my breathing, does James 


stop the singing, though the motion stays. Lips graze by my ear, then, and only then, do the gentle rumble of 


words come. 
"What the fuck do you think you're doing, Kirk?" 


Hands engulf my head, pulling it away from its hiding spot. Making me look at James, making me see the hurt 


on his face. 
‘lm sorry.” My voice isn't a whimper, but it's damn close. 


Fingers slide into my hair, tangling strands of hair around them as they slide, but James' thumbs trails over 
my cheeks, almost like they're searching for the tears they expected to find. 


‘Sorry for what Kirk? There's so much | wanna fucking strangle you for right now, you let me know which 


reasons l'm crossing off the list" 


Its only as his words form, do | look at.. look into his eyes. For once he's holding nothing back, locking nothing 
away. | can see the pain and the hurt that I've put there. 


| thought, | thought- 


| thought if | did this, if | could do this, by myself, you'd be-" What, Kirk? What would James be, proud? 
Happy? 


"The word you're looking for is hurt, Hamlet. Though pissed works well too. If neither of those tickle your 
fancy, try annoyed, shut out. Better yet, wrap it all up in one big package, put a big red bow on it, and just say 
l'm as mad as fucking hell and be done with!" 


Nobody on earth yells with a whisper quite like my James. 
"Exactly what do you see me as in your life, Kirk?" 


The hands at my head haven't let go, so there's nowhere else to look but into those blue eyes, those calm, 
clear blue pools, knowing even as | marvel at the smoothness of the glass like surface, there's one bitch of a 


undertow. 


"| don't know what answer you're expecting, James." A flake of an answer, | know, but | honestly don't 


understand the question. 


"This isn't about what | expect as an answer. It's about what you want to give. How do you see me? As a 
partner? A lover? A friend? A bedwarmer? A happy little convenience that means you don't have to 
masturbate? What? Because | have to fucking tell you, Kirk, if in your mind, | was any of the first three, you 
wouldn't be in this fucking attic alone! I'd be allowed to fucking help you!" 


The hands in my hair suddenly let go, and, as | slump forward, James places his hands on the floor behind his 
hips, leaning back to look up at the roof, almost likes he's sorry for what he let me see. 


Now my hands are cupping his face, making him look at me. 


‘I'm sorry." His mouth opens and | shake my head, don't interrupt me now James or I'll never get this out. 
"You're more than my lover, James, more than my partner, so very much more, but there just aren't words 
for me to tell you everything that you are. | was trying to save from you from being hurt, that's all. I've 
hurt you so much, so often and in so many unique to Kirk Hammett ways, that, honestly, baby, | thought this 


was one wound | could save you from reopening. That this was one hurt | could finally save you from." 


| guess | failed. 


"Hamlet, there are times when | could shake you until your perfectly fixed teeth rattle loose! Please explain to 
me how walking into an empty house, finding a half empty bottle of vodka, and then finding you in a room | 
know the hounds of Hell couldn't make you enter voluntarily, how am | not going to be hurt? | love you! How is 
finding you shattered into pieces and slowly falling apart, alone, how is this not going to hurt me? The only 
thing you saved me from, Kirk, was the opportunity to actually be of help to you for oncel I've felt so fucking 
useless over the years. | could have helped this time! Even if | did nothing more than hold your hand, | could 
have helped!" 


| guess | fucked up again. 


My mouth is opening before | even know what I'm going to say. | know what | don't want to say - l'm sorry - 


for a start. | know | am. James knows | am and saying it again won't fix anything. But maybe, just maybe... 


My hands slide down his arms, lifting his hands, then placing them at my back. My arms slide around his neck 
and this time | get to twist my hands in his hair. 


"Stay please, James? Help please, James?" | lean forward to lap softly at his top lip with tongue, nip at his 
lower lip, then gently kiss both, before | pull back, leaving everything there is to say written all over my face. 
But | say it out loud anyway. "I need you and | love you, James." 

The hard push of lips against mine, steals my breath, but they don't stay as long as I'd like. 

"You'll let me help?" Now he is doing the almost whimper thing. 

He honestly thinks now that he's here with me, I'll turn him away? 

"Please, James. | can't do this alone." 

This time the mouth at mine is gentle, but still doesn't stay as long as Id like. 


"Let's do this, Kirk" 


Disentangling my hands from his neck, James turns me about till my back is against his stomach. | can still 


feel the faint beating of his pulse at my shoulder blade. | need that. 


| watch as he reaches for the open box, tipping the contents on top of what's already laying on the floor. 
Lifting up the first thing he reaches. 


"Tell me about this shit" | can feel him shake his head before he continues. "And while you're at it, explain to 


me why Chefela ever thought you'd want it.” 


In James’ hands, the white suit jacket look so impossibly small. And, from my safe haven within his arms, | 


have no trouble reaching out, fingering the fabric of the tiny coat. 
‘It's the jacket of the suit | wore for my confirmation” 

| can still see myself, dorkiest looking thing on two legs, glasses- 
The push of James’ torso against mine brings me back. 

"No, you aren't going there. Tell me about this confirmation shit 
That's my James, tact and him just don't even visit each other. 


“There's not a lot to tell, really. By some divine whatever, at I2, | was meant to know how | was going to live 
my life, all holy like. You know it's my choice to be reborn, rebaptised all that. My choice, my ass. Between 
Mom and the nuns, my choice level was something around fuck all. The only choice | got was my confirmation 


name. 


Even though James can't see my face, he knows the wicked smile that sliding into place. Mostly because he 


knows me. 


He flings the jacket back towards the box, missing it, but what the hell, then rubs his hands along the insides 
of my thighs. 


"Kirk?" One word, just one word, only James can put so much in one word. He wants me to tell him, but won't 
beg. He knows this has to come out, but the healing won't begin if he has to force poison free, it only works if 


| can some how let it flow. 


"Nicholas. | chose Nicholas. Saint Nicholas of Tolentino to be exact. He's the patron Saint of souls in purgatory. | 
got so fucking sick of those nuns asking me if | wanted to go to hell every time | did something not ‘right: Of 
priests telling me that | wasn't ‘right and if | didn't fix myself, I'd be going to hell, | just thought I'd take 


Nicholas‘ name and give myself a head start” 

The words sound so innocent when | say them out loud, so painless. You'd never guess how every syllable cut 
till it bled. But the arms that tighten around me tell me that James understands. The cheek rubbing against 
my hair tells me he'd make everybody take back every last word if he could. That's James, fixer 


extraordinaire. 
But for now, he bounds ahead. 
"And the rest of these clothes are what exactly, Hamlet?" 


Looking at the dumped pile, | can't help wrinkling my nose at them. "More of the same. The rest of my suit 


from my confirmation, | think my suit from my first communion is there too." 


"Why?" 
How long is a piece of string? 


"Because tradition demands you keep this type of thing. Because Mom can't throw anything out. Because | have 
absolutely no fucking idea." 


Because there's ritual in these clothes. Because this is the innocence of faith, the innocence of me. Because 


when | wore them, | was still normal. There was still hope. 

| don't feel the hands loosing their hold on me, until they jerk me from drifting. 

James' voice is soft at my ear, harsh, but not at me. 

"No, Kirk There's nothing attached to these clothes. They're nothing but woven cotton, plastic buttons, and 


metal zips. They have no special power. And all you were when you wore them, was small!" | feel the deep 


breath he takes to calm himself, as his arms come back to surround me. "Kirk, you know as well as | do, that 
it isn't just Chefela that hold tradition and ritual close. But please, baby, attach it to something that deserves 
it, not a pile of moth eaten fabric." 


The arms tighten, and he just waits. He's said all he's going to say. The next move is mine. Of course, if | want 


to box them up and take them to James’ place, our place, he'll help me pack, without so much as a blink of an 


eye. 
My leg moves and | kick at the pile. 

"It's not important, is it?" 

| feel his head shake but he stays quiet, still waiting for me to arrive at the point where | need to be. 


Wiggling my way free from his hold, | knee up closer to the pile, watching it for a second, like I'm expecting it 


to move, or impart the meaning of my life. They're clothes, Kirk, get over it. 
The meagre pile gathers into my hands easily and | pitch it towards the jacket James threw earlier. As they 
scatter and fall around the open carton | hear him mutter "Good, baby." There'll be time enough later to shove 


them back in the box and throw them into the same incinerator as the books. 


But now, I'm back where | started this nightmare, staring at what I'd dropped, feeling my breathing out run my 
ability to process oxygen. 


| feel the press of heat against me, even as | hear the words. 


"No, Kirk Listen to me. Hear me. Tell me. What are they? What do they mean? Talk to me. They can't hurt you. 


| won't allow them to hurt you." 

"|" 

| feel hands at my shoulders, rubbing, warming. 

"l. They. My-" 

"Breathe, Kirk. Do that centering shit. Now, slowly, what are they? 


“The... the.. ahhh..the rosary," | point at the tangle of black bead and silver chain, "the rosary was a present, 


for my first communion, from, from somebody. | should remember who, James. | should know that. | should-" 


"You should do nothing but breathe. Slowly. You do know who gave it to you Hamlet, and, later on, when this 
thing is tucked away with the same kind of shit that my Dad gave me, you'll remember. Right now, the why 
for's aren't important. Tell me about the other, Kirk" 


| try to, but there's something in that speech | can't work my way around. 
"We're keeping these..these things, James?" 
There's lips at the top of my head before he answers. 


"No Kirk, *we* aren't. You, however, you are. You don't think | have shit like this too? Bibles Dad gave me, 
psalm books, pray books, and yeah there's a crucifix there somewhere, too. I'm not keeping them because of 
what they are, Hamlet, | couldn't give a flying fuck about any of that shit. | keep them because of who gave 
them to me. | know | won't have kids to hand them on to, but | do have nieces and nephews, just like you, and 
50 years from now when we're both dead, and they're stuck cleaning through my shit, they find them. They'll 
either be grateful for a reminder of their Grandfather or think ‘what was the old fuck thinking, keeping this 
crap' and heave it all into the nearest dumpster. But that's okay. I'll be dead, so what the fuck will | care? See, 
Kirk, the meaning doesn't have to be the same as what was originally intended. The meaning can be whatever 


we make it. Now, tell me about the crucifix." 
One day, when I'm finally grown up, | wanna be James. 


"Mom gave it to me. It was supposed to hang above my bed, at home, in New York, here. | don't know how it 


ended up in here, with this other stuff. l.. ahh.. | don't like it" 
"Do you want to keep it?" 


"| guess | should-" 


James head is shaking before | get the words loose. 

"No, Kirk The question was, do you want to keep it. Not, should you keep it” 

Do |? 

"| don't know. Honestly. | do know that, right now, | can't pitch it. It means something to Mom, and thats almost 
reason enough for me to keep it” | stop, thinking over what | just said. There's almost a smile in my voice as | 
continue, "| guess | do wanna keep it, after all. | just don't want to have to look at it" 

James snorts softly past my ear. "Having it where we could look at it, was never an option, Hamlet. | found a 
place for the headless whatsits. I've done my part. This shit goes with my shit. Which, is case you're 
wondering, is in the gun locker | don't use, in the basement." 


| wonder if he moved that locker from the attic? 


Hands slide forward to, once again, surround my waste, as | feel my hair nudged from my neck. | can't help 


arching into the teeth that drag across the tendons. Somehow though | don't quite think- 

"So tell me, Kirk" 

| was right, James hadn't quite finished with his helping yet. 

"Is there likely to be anything else in these boxes that you particularly have to go through?" 


Of course, once the words are said, he goes back to biting at my neck and l'm having a hard time 


concentrating. 

"No. | don't know. | don't think so.” 

Now the teeth are at my spine. 

‘Is there any reason why, say Jason, couldn't go through the rest of them?" 

The teeth are no long nipping. There'll be a mark there, when he's finished, this time. 

"No. I=" 

l'm not given the time to finish that statement, before l'm being pulled to my feet. 

"Good. He'll be by tomorrow. Jase will pitch the crap. You can go through what's left and that'll be that." 


| could argue with that logic, but | can't be bothered 


Once I'm on my feet, James leaves me and walks back to the top of the stair well. Watching his ass is 


something l'Il never tire of. But where-? 


"Where did the quilt come from, James, what have you got wrapped in that scarf? And how did they get 


here?" 


James, being James, choses to ignore me, while he lays the quilt in the streak of sunlight, then places the 
scarf off to one corner. Only then, does he return to stand in front me, kissing me quickly before he speaks. 


"In reverse order, | bought both of them with me. You were kind of occupied when | arrived and that's why 
you didn't notice. Never mind what's in the scarf, right this second And the quilt was a present from the 
Newsted's. I've haven't exactly figured out what it was for, yet, but | doubt they have either, so that's cool. It 


was a present for us, though." 
James takes my hand and leads me to the edge of the blanket. 


"Now, Hamlet, take your shirt off and lay on the quilt. Make sure your back's in the sunlight. | want you to 


know nothing but warmth while | touch you," 

| want to. | do want to. 

"But Jo and Bob's present, James, the dust-" 
"Will wash out, Kwirk Shirt off. Lay down. Now." 


| know the look on his face now, | know it so very well. It's a look that says we can do this the easy way or 
the hard way. Either way, we do it my way. So | slip the buttons free from their holes, shrugging the shirt 
from my shoulders. Then folding it on itself once, | lay it on top of the still stacked cardboard. Then | move, 
across to where James waits and where he's laid the quilt. | drop to my knees before doing exactly as he 


asked. 


The sun's touch is a seeping warmth that feels incredible on my skin. | close my eyes and listen to James 
fumble with something, waiting for him to speak. 


A lone finger, drawn down my spine, warns me that the words are coming. 
"Now its my turn, Kirk My turn to tell you about this shit." 
| feel the cold metal at the small of my back, the press of sharp edges in my skin as it's dragged up my back. 


| know what it is, but | can't help arching into the touch. The feel of something, anything, scoring my skin, is 
something that | love. James knows this. 


Trailing behind the harsh scoring cross, is a gentle touch, a brush of fingers, that leaves me shivering in its 


wake. 

"Jamessss-" 

"Shhh, there's nothing you have to say, just listen 

The cross then drags down my back, again, still followed by a barely touching caress. 

Then it stops its path exactly where that path had begun. At the small of my back. 

"You see, baby, all this is, is metal. Cold metal, hard metal, but only metal. There's no blood of any dead saints 
or relatives that course through it. The metal was dug from the ground by a man, moulded by a man, blessed 
by a man. Not a god in sight 

The crucifix stays where it is, as James leaves hold of it. Lips kiss beside where it lays, then there's the swipe 
of tongue across the metal and up the red line marring my back, till | feel his crotch against my ass, the 


touch of his t-shirt on my back, his breath, hot on my shoulder. 


"No god worth his name would deny me you, Kirk. Least of all for a petty reason like you having the same 


equipment | do. And if he does? Fuck him. We don't need him." 


The grind of his hips has me thinking about fucking, all right, and what | do need. But before | can push back 
into the touch, its gone. 


Before | can even breathe, so is the cross. There's no sting where it touched me, no touch of imaginary 


weight. There's just strong hands, massaging my calves. 

"Keep your eye's shut, but roll over. So the sun's touching your chest" 

Keeping my eyes closed as | roll over, is no problem. When there are fingers slipping the button of my fly 
free, it becomes a problem. But James must be watching my face, because my eyes have done nothing but 
barely flicker, when | hear, "Keep them shut Kirk” 

The button pops, the zipper gives, and then there's the feel of nuzzling to the naked flesh revealed. Hands slide 
to my hips, pushing at the waistband, until | get the hint and marginally lift my hips. The jeans easily slide to 
mid thigh, but all that l'm aware of is James’ mouth sliding up and down my cock, Not licking, not kissing, just 
sliding. 


"Jamesssss-" 


The mouth stops. 


"I told you, Hamlet, no talking." 

"But | want-" 

l'm not talking, James, I'm panting, there's a difference. 

"| know what you want, my noisy thing. You aren't going to get it though, or, at least not the way you want it, 
right now. | don't care that you're leaving this house, Kirk, we're going to give this room some us. When you're 
coming, however many minutes from now, hard and long down my throat and your shrieks are ringing around 
this space, this will just be another room. A room with memories, happy and sad, but just a fucking room. Not 


your hell. Never again will any fucking room be your hell. Understand me, Kirk?" 


| know he's watching me nod, so | know he sees the tears dripping from the corner of my eye. But he lets 


them drop, knowing that they come from love, my love for him. 

"Good. Now, keep your eyes closed" 

The first whip of the beads across my chest smarts a little, but not enough to stop me from rising to meet 
the second lash. The third moves across in a way that catches both nipples and their rings. I'm not talking, but 
| am moaning. 

“That's it, my noisy thing, make noise." 

A forth stroke. 

"And while you do, listen to me." 

A fifth. 


"You know what | see in my hands? | see a rather cool looking combination of silver and semi-precious stones." 
Y g P 


James is just teasing the rosary above my nipples now, letting it glide back and forth over them, letting it 


catch on the rings. 


"You want to know what | don't see? | don't see any souls woven into the stones. Not yours, not mine, not your 
Saint Nicholas’, nobody's. | don't see any power, Kirk. Do you understand me? | don't see it. It's not there. Don't 


give the power over you to a thing, Kirk Don't even give it to me. Only Kirk should have power over Kirk" 
The sixth lash hits my stomach. 
Then James' mouth is on my sex, sucking at the head, as the beads tangled in his hand roll with the 


movement, as he jacks the rest of my length. Another starts to roll on my balls, tease the guarded skin and 
my eyes shoot open. But the light is so bright, | still can't see, only feel And nothing is still James’ mouth, his 


Tongue, not his hand and the rosary, not the hand teasing where ever it can reach. Not my hips, rising, trying 


to get James to take more of me, all of me. 

"James. Please James. Fuckkkkk Jamessssss." 

My hands knot in his hair, just to have something to hold onto, as my voice does ring around the room, the 
echoes of the words layering over each other as James swallows the part of me | can give him. | hear the 
rattle of the beads being dropped as he blindly reaches for, and unerringly finds, the flames that decorate my 
hips. When his mouth finally does release me, | 'm still crying, still trying to catch my breath and whimpering 


the words "I love you, | love you" over and over. 


He is laying beside me now, pulling me to him, and just holding me while | shake and sob. Only two words from 


the sounds leaving my mouth are intelligible, ‘James’ and ‘love: 


"Shhh, Kirk, breathe, breathe me and relax, Hamlet. Nobody's going anywhere. Just take your time.’ As he 


speaks, his hands just roam all over my back, settling nowhere and touching everywhere. 

He smirks when | reach for my pants, and yes, my priorities are a little skewed, but | refuse to lay here with 
my pants round my knees. He rolls onto his back, shutting his eyes and laughing a little, as | pull those jeans 
back up, happily leaving them unbuttoned. Laying curled around his side, my hand starts a slow glide, over the 
t-shirt covered chest, I'm reaching to yank it free, when a hand covers mine, stopping me cold. 

"Later, when we're back at the house, and we can take our time." 

I'm not sure | agree, but | know | can't argue with James and win, so | softly rest my chin on his chest and 
watch him smile. | toy absently with a cloth covered nipple as | wait. His hands, just as absently, lift up to 
start playing in my hair. 

"Do you remember the last verse of that song, Hamlet?" 

Song? What song? Oh. Yeah. 

| don't even remember who sang it." 

"Jackson Browne, but that's not important. The end? Do you remember it?" 

| shake my head 'no' and I'm a little lost as to where he's going with this. 

His voice stops me from wandering too far. 

‘into a dancer you have grown 


From a seed somebody else has thrown 


Go on ahead and throw some seeds of your own 


And somewhere between the time you arrive 
And the time you go 

May le a reason you were alive 

But you'll never know." 


Still lost James. 


"That song always reminded me of you, Kirk. | always knew that when you became the dancer | knew you could 


be, that you were going to be absofuckinglutely amazing. And you are." 
| have no earthly idea where this is going, but | trust James to get us there. Eventually. 


"Do you remember that last afternoon we were in New Orleans? | was supposed to meet you at some 


something, but | was running so incredibly late, and when | did get there, you were unbelievably pissed? 

Me? Not remember one of the best Hammett whines I've had in a loooong time? 

"Yeah. You never did tell me where you were." 

And no that doesn't grate at me. Much. 

"| went to see Rhiannon" 

Hello? 

"Rhiannon? Short, lusty, bar-" 

"Room owning witch. Yes Kirk, that Rhiannon" 

| still don't get it. 

"Why?" 

‘| meant what | said before, Kirk, about Chefela not being the only one that holds ritual close and near. There 
is so much | can't give you with the traditional marriage thing. Between God and the government, they've 
pretty much fucked that up. But from the times I've sat drinking, while you and Rhi sat talking, | knew her 
gods were a little different, and that's why | went to see her. To see if she could give me the ritual | wanted 
To give you." 


Still without opening his eyes, he reaches for the silk scarf, laying it on his chest, just in front of my now 


very wide open eyes. | think, fuck, | hope James is asking me to- 


"Unwrap it, Kirk" 


Sitting up, crossing my legs as | position myself beside him, | use his chest as a table and start to unwind the 


silk. 


The layers untwist with ease, until all there is on James’ chest is a puddle of silk scarf and nested within that 
puddle, a silver knife. 


It looks like a letter opener, but | know it's not. The lines of the knife are simple, strong, not ornate at all. Much 
like the person that's giving it to me. 


"IFs a-" 


"An athame. | know. You have to tell me why. | can jump to conclusions from now until doomsday. You have to 


tell me why, James." 
Please, James, spell it out for me. Don't leave me any conclusions to jump to. 


‘lm not asking you to marry me, that sounds so fucking corny, anyway, but what was it Rhi called that 
ceremony? A handholding, a handsomething?" 


| guess | can help him out a little. 
"Handfasting." 
He smiles as he nods. "Yeah, that's it" 


| can almost see the words flashing behind his closed eyelids, and then him discarding them, waiting for the 
right ones to appear. Hands lift the scarf and knife, bring them to lay in my lap and | can't but help fingering 
the smooth, polished metal as | wait for him to continue. 


"The athame is the one Rhi will use when she performs the handfasting. For now, | want you to keep it safe, 
keep it near, for as long as you need to. Then, when you're ready, | want it back and Rhiannon will be waiting 


for us." 
"You want it back now, James?" 


| wasn't really expecting to see him silently mouthing the word ‘no’, right now. He's sitting upright, in front of 
me, hands clasped and resting on my crossed ankles, stroking the silk, before he opens his eyes. 


"I love you, Kirk, more than even you realise, at times. | love you enough to climb, fully clothed, into a shower 
hot enough to cook lobsters, and just hold your hands, so you can't hurt you any more. | love you enough to 
sit, on the other side of the room, and talk, because my voice is the only thing you'll let Touch you. | love you 


enough that, in the last 12 months, I've seen Dracula more times than I've been duck hunting. | love you enough 


to wait. | love you enough to want to wait.” 


Eye wander over my face, searching for whatever he needs to find - to know l'm understanding what he is 


trying so hard to say. He must find something, because with a long drawn breath, he continues. 

lm not asking you to be sure, Kirk, | know that you are. | guess I'm just asking for it not to happen today. | 
want the day you hand it back to me to belong to that moment alone. Not fucking shoved between some boxes, 
your tears and my plotting the death of some priest for fucking with a kid's mind 


| can live that. | can already see parts of the day in my mind, the bed, the candles. Oh yeah, it'll have a 


moment, a day, of its own, James. 

"Just know that what l'm giving you isn't the athame, as such. It's ceremony, Kirk, that's my gift" 

It's kind of fun watching him shift gears, because suddenly he's standing, and tossing me my shirt 

"Get decent, or not, wrap up the knife and lets go” 

| re-wrap the athame and put my shirt back on, before | stand. | can't be bothered with the buttons on it, or 
my jeans. | watch James toss the rosary and crucifix in the middle of the quilt and just roll it all together, like 
a football, which he then shoves under his arm. 

The other arm curls around me, pulling me to him. 

"What do you see here, Kirk?" 

The answer comes without me having to think 

"A room. A dusty room. A memory of you. Some boxes. Some junk. Nothing special” 

"| do, see something special, that is” 

What the hell are you talking about, James? 

"You, Kirk Fuck, have you grown into something special. Now let's get the fuck out of here” 


"Where are we going in such a fired up hurry?" 


"Home. There's a room that needs a memory." 


